HE SAW IT HAPPEN 

'I Was Four Feet From 
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I was four feet from George 
C. Wallace’s right elbow when 
he was shot. Startled, I 
wheeled to my left. The gover- 
nor was no longer where I had 
seen hi m a s econd before. 

Minutes e^lier, Wallace had 
ended a campaign speech, 
moved from his bullet-proof 
podium and began chatting 
with aides beneath a make- 
shift stage. 

He was preparing to leave, 
but when he heard the friendly 
cries of “George! Hey, Gover- 
nor, shake our hands,” he re- 
moved his coat and strutted 
toward the crowd. 

I joined him, moving along a 
roped-off area in the shopping 
center, a few feet to his right. 


He was smiling as he began 
pumping a sea of hands, his 
eyebrows arched with excite- 
ment. 

Wallace had touched about a 
dozen hands when I turned to 
find more room. The governor 
and two or three of his cam- 
paign men were crowding me 
on the left. 

As I turned away, Wallace 
reached deep into the crowd 
with his left hand and shook 
other hands close to his waist 
with his right hand. He was 
leaning parti over the rope. 

This was my first day cover- 
ing a presidential campaign 
rally and I had a fleeting 
thought of how easy it was for 
Wallace to shake a number of 
hands at once. 

Then all time stood still. 

A volley of shots was fired 
rapidly, from close range. 
They were loud. There was no 
mistaking what they were; 

“Crack (a pause). Crack. 
Crack. Crack. Crack.” 

Wallace crumpled onto tv>e 
asphalt parking lot, flat on hli 
back, his arms and legs 
spread apart. 

I did not see Wallace’s as- 
sailant or the gun. A cloud of 
white smoke filtered about us 
immediately after the shots 
were fired. 

Panic and pandemonium 
was on the loose. 

I thought, “My God, niy 


God, this IS happening right 
before my eyes.” It was a sen- 
sation of unreality. 

I circled around Wallace as 
his wife, Cornelia, shielded his 
body with hers. He was bleed- 
ing heavily from a woimd in 
his right abdomen, the blood 
draining into a puddle to his 
right. 

‘Give Him Air’ 

“Give him air! Give him 
air! Get away. Get away!” 
desperate people shrieked as 
newsmen and photographers 
collected around Wallace, re- 
cording his anguish. Persons 
were milling like cattle 
trapped in a boxcar out of con- 

I withdrew, colliding blindly 
with reporters and campaign 
aides. Then I saw that others 
immediately around the gover- 
nor also had been shot. 

Lying a few feet from Wal- 
lace was his personal body- 
guard, Capt. E. C. Dothard of 
the Alabama state police. He, 
too, was on his back, a woman 
attending him. 

Wallace fell in a roped-off 
section about 15 feet in front of 
the stage. So-me of those near 
'him were screaming and 
shouting. 

I returned for another look 
at Wallace. 

He was lying, I th^ght, ex- 
actly the way the late Robert 
F. Kennedy had fallen in a Los 
Angeles hotel when he was 
shot on the night of the Cali- 
fornia primary in 1968. ‘ 

Wallace’s pale blue shirt 
was stained crimson. There 
were sm'udges of blood on ms 
forehead. He was perfectly 
still. 

A 19-year-old aide, A1 Stei- 
■neker of Montgomery, Ala., 
said Wallace first was carried 

bodily onto the back seat of a 
nearby station wagon. Then he 
was placed in an ambulance, a 
blanket covering his limbs, 
Steineker said. 

Another Wallace supporter. 
Jack Ingram, 27, of Hunting- 
town, Md., said he saw the 
shooting. 

“He (the gunman) kept yell- 
ing, ‘Hey George, Hey 
George.’ Gov. Wallace was 
shaking hands. It sounded like 
firpprarkftr.s fiOUlg off,” In- 
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gram said. 

. Melee Follows 

Ingram said the gunman 
pointed the pistol directly at 
Wallace’s abdomen and open- 
ed fire. Then a melee, reminis- 
cent of the capture of Kennedy 
assassin Sirhan Sirhan, began. 

“A few people said ‘Tear 
him apart’ and everyone went 
after him,” Ingram said 
“They were trying to grab 
hold of him. His teeth were all 
bleeding. He was twisted and 
ripped.” 

Ironically, Wallace had spo- 
ken only moments before 
about crime in Laurel, Md., 
and in Washington. 

“The person that knocks you 
on the head is out of jail on 
some federal judge’s edict be- 
fore you get to the hospital,’’ 
he shouted in his familiar 
style. 

Crowd Was Festive 

The crowd of about 1,M0 
persons had been in a festive 
mood. A huge display of red 
roses crowned the stage in the 
center of the parking lot where 
Wallace appeared. 

Many in the crowd wore 
straw boaters gaily decorated 
with Wadlace bumper stickers 
and contributed dollars into 
buckets passed around by 
campaign women. 

They tapped their feet as 
Billy Grammer of the (jrand 
Ole Opry warmed them up 
with the “Wabash Cannon- 
ball” before Wallace arrived, 
40 minutes late. 

Wallace is a small man, old- 
er and more fatigued than he 
appears on television. As he 
strutted to the stage in his 
inimitable cocky way, the 
crowd seemed slow to gather 
that he was really there.- , 
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